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merits, attended conferences and banquets all over Europe and
the United States, did all manner of exhausting and wearying
services, and talked and talked to whomever would listen, the
plumber, the cook, the distinguished foreign visitor, the traffic
cop who had thought simply to give her a parking-ticket, cus-
toms officials certainly, tax advisors above all, and most wonder-
fully certain Shubert' chorus girls who found themselves in my
employ and therefore inadvertently within the orbit of her
attack! Every handbag contained a pamphlet, and every pocket.
Desks and cupboards and suitcases bulged with them. Her cor-
respondence was enormous, carried on without a secretary,
mostly in longhand and embracing hundreds of people from
Mahatma Gandhi, Einstein, and Lord Wedgewood to the
daughter of a secretary who had worked for George's news-
paper in San Francisco. Was she a crank? Of course she was.
Great ideas are borne forward by just such. The apostles were
not exactly half-convinced. She believed her father was the
greatest mala she had ever met, and he probably was. Sh§Jbe-
lieved the \\|)rld would go to ruin if it did not pay heed, and it
all but has, exactly as he said it would.
She commenced writing the life of her father about eighteen
years ago. Not being a trained writer, she found the work
laborious; not being a scholar with a technique for collecting
and annotating facts, she found the research slow. Furthermore
she was discouraged by the continuing indifference of pub-
lishers, George's memory had dimmed, and he who had once
been far better known than Karl Marx was no longer consid-
ered a burning political issue. But she persisted in spite of
dreadful setbacks. Discouragement was not in the family tradi-
tion. Had not her father been beaten down again and again?
Had he not ultimately died fighting?
Her health failed. She continued her researches staggering
up to the Public Library and back with a heart that stitched
her ribs together with pain. She continued writing far into the
nights though she fainted and vomited with weakness. Why
did we not stop her? This was all she lived for. This was her
purpose. The flame burned white-hot. We could not tamper
with it.
By 1947, the book was in reality all but completed. During
the last months she had been in correspondence with Don C.
Shoemaker, the young editor of The Asheville Citizen. He of-
fered his services to help in the final editing. She urged haste.

